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1 . 


Voices speaking 
Over the hum 
Of my refrigerator 

"you have no idea" 

I hear them saying 

"no idea" 

"no idea" 

These unknown spirits 
In the room 

Attached 
To this life 

I recorded 
And heard 

What I was never meant 
To hear 

"there are superior life forms 
On this planet" 

I've been told 

Yes. 

So often 

I'll hear about 

The "superior life forms" 

They say 

I "complicated the situation" 

Well. 

Maybe 
I suppose 


I suppose 





They wanted to be 
The puppet masters 
All along 

*** 



2 . 


June 17,2018 
Not too long now 
Until midnight 

There are 
Voices in the room 

I've recorded them 
But don't plan 
On doing that again 

I don't want 

To take my ears back 

To fixing in on them again 

Since that's how 
It all began 

The deeper you go 
The darker it could get 





3. 


Sometimes 
I'm a prisoner 
In my own room 
To the voices monsoon 

The astral voices 
Of a tyrannical scheme 

I should just 
Let it go 
But I know 
They don't care 

They'll fill the air 
With voices tonight 

Late night 
All night 

Through the night 

Whispering 
Their madness 
Through the darkness 





4. 


"we are extraterrestrials" 

I heard 

The voices say tonight 

"we are from another dimension" 

Is this finally 
Some truth ? 

Ahhh.but I couldn't 

Believe it anyway 

Too many lies 
Too many times 

I saw another account 
Where the voices 
Called themselves 
"the bullshitters" 

That pretty much 
Sums it up 
Right there 






5. 


The voices tonight 
They sound 
Like they're speaking 
From behind some curtain 
Some dimensional veil 

Sometimes 

It 

Just 

Gets 

Like 

This 

And sometimes 
They'll be speaking 
Through the noise 

What is it 
What is it 
Through the noise 

What is it 
What is it 
All about 

Who is here 
With us 
In this world 





6 . 


When the body 
Is starved 

And deprived of sleep 

To the mind 
So weary 

They are more like 
Dragons 

Than dragon flies 

The voices 

Know what they're doing 
Or at least 
They say they do 

Vision 

Can become blurred 
And through 
The blur 

There you may 
happen to see them 





7. 


On occasion 

I've heard the voices 

Even in my dreams 

And on occasion 
They'll pretend 
To be something 
They're not 

On occasion 
They'll disrupt 
A telephone call 

Rearranging 
The static noise 

Voices 
In the noise 

Infiltrating 
The life 
You knew 

Seeking to establish 


Afiefdom 



Of domination 


Over you 

*** 



8 . 


Spirit comm. 

Holds it risk 
Voices can emerge 
And commandeer 
All bliss 

They can hijack 
The day 
And hijack 
the night 

voices 

can pierce the stillness 

pierce 

the calm 

voices 
can ravage 
an hour 
or two 

or seventy in a row 

spirit comm. 

Holds its risk 

Anyone 

Telling you otherwise 



Is selling you 
Cheap snake oil 
And false bliss 



9. 


It's a Sunday morning 
In summer 
And the voices 
Are at it again 

Why? 

Why? 

Why? 

What kind of a life form 

Never shuts up 

Never 

Ever 

Never 

Ever 

Not even 

On a Sunday morning 

I am not 

The only one 

Who deals with this 

I am not alone 

The voices are spreading 

Like a cloud 

Of toxins 





10 . 


The voices entities 
Are intruding again 
Invading again 
Being oppressive again 

Schemes 
Violated dreams 
Held down 
In that state 
At the shore of sleep 

Do they dwell 
In the shadows 
Of this world 
And another ? 

Either way 
They are here 
With me 
In the kitchen 
In the living room 
On the road 
In the workplace 

Telling me about 
Meaningless things 



Telling me lies 
About things 
Always with the lies 

Telling me something 
That has a mind game 
At its core 

A weaponized 
Evil spirit folklore 

They'll try 
And fill your mind 
With Kool-Aid 

They want you 
To drink the Kool-Aid 
All of the time 

But one 

Need only remember 
Why the Kool-Aid 
Is the Kool-Aid 





